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~ BRUNO > 
LUCHESSE...HATCHET 
MAN FOR ENNIO 
BIANCHI’S MOB. . 


YEAH...SO 

WHAT? 


r SO...WE GOT T 
YOU, DEAD TO RIGHTS, 
AT THE SCENE OF AN 
ATTEMPTED ARMORED 
CAR HIJACKING. YOU’RE 
LUCKY YOU WEREN'T 
FRIED TO A CRISP LIKE 
THE REST OF YOUR 
K BUDDIES. A 


~ WE KNOW T 
THIS WAS A JOINT 
STING, BETWEEN 
YOU MUGS AND 
CARLO LUPPINNO’S 
k GANG. J 


' SO WHAT 1 
WENT WRONG, BRUNO? 
WHO INTERCEPTED YOUR 
CREWS AND CAUSED 
THAT EXPLOSION? WAS 
, IT ANOTHER MOB? , 


GIVE IT UP, 
Y'SACK O' TURDS! 
WE KNOW ALL ABOUT 
THE LITTLE "WAR" 
YOU SCUMBAGS 
BEEN WAGIN’! , 


MY AUNT 
MYRTLE! WHAT’S 
THIS... "HONOR 
AMONG 
THteves"-?! j 


I AIN’T PROTECTING 
MASSARETTI-THAT 
SONUVABITCH! 


IT WASN’T 


IT...IT WAS 

SOMETHING 
. ELSE! j 


MASSAHETTI'S 
HIT, RIGHT?! 


















































~ YOU BOYS ALL ~ 
FINISHED? THIS HERE’S 
A SMORGASBORD... 
AND YOU AIN'T HAD 

k DESSERT/ a 


' ALRIGHT... 
ENOUGH ALREADY! 

WE GOTTA GET 
k BACK. 


CHRIST! 
YOU COULDN'T 
DO DAT 'FORE 
. WE LEFT?! 


HOLD UP, YOU , 
GUYS. I GOTTA 
TAKE A LEAK. J 


~ I’M TELLIN’ T 
YOU GUYS, THAT DARK 
ONE—ALICE?! SHE'S 
LIKE A GODDAMN BOA 
CONSTRICTOR! I GOT 
BRUISES ALL UP AND 
, DOWN MY SIDES! , 


~ NO ONE TO TALK ~ 
WITH.. .ALL BY MYSELF, 
NO ONE TO WALK WITH... 

BUT I’M DAAA DA . 
k DA-DA-DA A A... f 



r AIN'T 
MISBEHAVIN'... 
DA DUM DEE DUM 
DA DA DAAA. 








































JESUS' 

V-WHO D'HELL 
ARE KM/?/ 


H-HE... 1 

MOVES AROUND. 
N-NEVER THE SAME 
SPOT TWO NIGHTS 
V IN A ROW. J 


D-DON’T 
KNOW... 
I-I’M JUST 
A SOLDIER. 


r W-WE RECEIVE ' 
OUR ORDERS BY 
PHONE.. .RICHM AN’S 
k DRUG STORE. i 


















D-D-DON'T KNOW, ^ 
BUT—M-MASSARETTI— 
HE—HE'S DA BIG GUN! 
HE'S THE—B -BOSS OF 
ALL BOSSES' HE— , 


NO! I SEEK A 
PESTILENT POWER 
THAT BENDS YOUR 
MASTER'S WILL 
AND REAPS ONLY 
DESTRUCTION. 


WHO AMONG YOU 
HAS WITNESSED THIS 
APPARITION! SURELY 
THERE ARE RUMORS— 

REMEMBER! 


■ T CHRIST! ' 

■L 1 WHAT IS 



W so L0NG? j 
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GOTCHA! 


HURRY/ 

HE'S -,NGHi 

TOUGH! 
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YASK 
TOO MANY 
QUESTIONS' 


AGGH! 
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TONY! 
EDDIE... 
LOOKOUT! 


NGHH! 


BATLBAD, 

SONUVABITCHJ 



















HE WAS 
RIGHT THERE! 

I HAD 7/M/ 
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RICKY! 
JESUS! 


WHERE IS 
HE?! CANT- 
SEE... 


THERE! 
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AW, SHIT! 
ITS... 
RICKY! 


PERDIO! 


THE 

SHADOW 

KNOWSl 











































































"I AM NOT USED TO BE ELUDED FOR SO LONG. 


DEPRIVED OF HIS ABILITY TO STRIKE 
DEADLY AND TRUE, HE BECAME LIKE 
A CAGED AND HUNGRY WOLF. 


EXPECiAurm 
ONE SUCH AS HE, 
LITTLE MORE THAN 
A COMMON THUG! 


THERE IS A DARK VEIL 
AROUND HIS MOVEMENTS, 
ONE THAT CAMOUFLAGES 
HIS TRAIL. IT MOCKS MY 
EFFORTS AND CHORTLES 
AT THE DESTRUCTION 
. IN ITS WAKE. A 


HIS SINGULAR FOCUS, 
FINDING AND BRINGING 
DOWN HIS PREY 


r I MUST 1 

FIND A WAY TO 
PIERCE THAT 
, SHROUD! . 


OR, GOD FORBID, 

LAUGHING! 


r YOU ARE 1 

AN OPERATIVE, MARGO... 
AND NEED NOT CONCERN 
YOURSELF WITH THE 
k OVERALL MISSION. i 


~ T DON'T T 
UNDERSTAND... 
YOU MEAN HE'S 
PROTECTED BY 
SOME SORT OF... 
PSYCHIC FORCE? 
SOMETHING... 
LIKE YOU?' , 


AT LEAST IN PUBLIC, 
HE WAS ABLE TO 
REFRAIN FROM ANY 
RESTIVE PACING. 



















































LOOK, YOU SAID 
IT YOURSELF—I KNOW 
JOE.. .GUISEPPE.. .BIG GUN, 
WHATEVER YOU WANT 
k TO CALL HIM. A 


THERE'S NO WAY 
HE COULD HAVE STAYED 
COOPED UP IN HIDING 
FOR THIS LONG. SOONER 
OR LATER, HE'LL HAVE 
TO BLOW OFF SOME 
k STEAM! A 


BE THAT AS IT MAY...YOUR 
SERVICES THIS EVENING ARE 
NO LONGER REQUIRED. TAKE 
THE LIMO HOME AND AWAIT 
FURTHER INSTRUCTIONS. 


COMMISSIONER 
WESTON MAY BE 
A DRY WELL, BUT A 
DESPERATE MAN MUST 
TRY TO DRAW WATER 
FROM ANY SOURCE. 


DON'T 

YOU WORRY, 

. DOUGLAS. , 


THERE'S A FAIR 
AMOUNT OF PUBLIC SERVICE 
JOBS JUST WAITING FOR 
THE RIGHT, MMM... 
CONSTITUENTS ? . 


HAR! COULDN'T 
HAVE SAID IT 
BETTER MYSELF, 
RALPH! 


AND...HE WAS 
BARKING UP THE 
WRONG TREE. 
















































JOE MASSARETTI ONLY FREQUENTED VENUES 
LIKE THE COBALT CLUB WHEN HE WANTED 
TO POLISH UP HIS THIN VENEER OF LEGITMACY. 


HIS OWN ENTERTAINMENT 
PREFERENCES RAN A BIT MORE.. .RAUCOUS. 


THE JOINT IS JUMPING TONIGHT. 


AND I'D BE 
SURPRISED IF HE 

COULD RESIST. 


HARLEM 

















































I DUNNO, JOE..-THIS AIN'T 
SUCH A HOT IDEA. LUPPINNO, 
BIANCHI, GENOVESE...ANY 
ONE OF THOSE COGLIONI 
COULD SEND A CREW OF 
. GUNS IN HERE AND-! . 


BENNIE, 

RELAAAAX. 


~ THIS PLACE T 
IS WAYTOO PUBLIC 
AND BESIDES..-OUR 
PAL WESTON LINED UP 
A HALF DOZEN EXTRA 
POLICE CRUISERS TO 
BE COMBIN’ THE 
k AREA TONIGHT, j 


WHO'DA THOUGHT 
I'D EVER BE GLAD 
TO SEE THOSE 
LOUSY PRICKS'? 


IT 1 
AIN'T ONLY 
THE OTHER 
GANGS... , 


r WHAT ABOUT THIS N 
CREEP IN BLACK 
THEY'RE ALL CROWIN' 
ABOUT? THEY SAY HE'S 
LIKE A ONE-MAN 
. DEATH SQUAD! / 


LIKE I 

SAID...RELAX! 
BESIDES... YOU 
WAS RIGHT! 


I NEED TO 

UNCORK SOME OF THIS 
PRESSURE! THIS 
OL' BIG GUN NEEDS 
TO SHOOT! j 


BEIN' HOLED 
UP LIKE THAT 
WAS MAKIN' 
ME CRAZY! 
























NOT NOW, 
SIR! WE AIN'T 
BE ALLOWED 
DANCIN' WHILE 
ON DUTY! j 


f WHATTAYA T 

SAY, SWEETPEA? 
HOWSABOUT YOU AND 
ME DANCE A LITTLE 
JITTERBUG.-.//V 
L PRIVATE*! J 


YOU'RE 
SLAVIN' ME, 
SWEETIE! YOU 
KNOW WHAT 
THEY SAY— 


r YOU JUST T 
GONNA HAFTA WAIT 
FOR THAT COFFEE, 
HONEY! I’VE GOTTA 
, WORK! i 


WORK AND 
NO PLAY..." 
-EH*! 


WELL. 

I'LL. 


DAMNBD! 








































r HELLO! ' 

I WAS GIVEN THIS 
NUMBER FOR CONTACT 
EMERGENCIES. I'M... AN 
AGENT OF MONSIER 
L'OMBRE! 


~ TELL HIM THAT ~ 

I'VE LOCATED THE MAN 
HE SEEKS! HE’S AT THE 
CLUBDUMAMBO 
a ON 127TH ST. a 


I-I’LL TRY 
AND KEEP SIGHT OF 
HIM...BUT I DON’T 
KNOW HOW LONG 
HE’LL STAY AT THIS 
. LOCATION. a 






























TELL HIM HE'S 
GOT TO HURRY— 

A BBIBBI 


SHUT IT, Y' YAPPY 
SKIRT! YER COMIN' 
WITH US! A 


LET ME 
GO! 


SAY NOW... 
WHATCHU FELLAS 
UP TO-?! j 


YOU BASTARDS! 

SOMEBODY...HELP 

MEEEEE! . 


HELLO...V. 
ARE YOU 
THEREf 


BUTTON YOUR 
FLAPS, SHINE! 
AIN'T NONE O' 
YER GODDAMN 
BIZNESS! 


HELLO...?! 



















































WELL, WELL... 
LOOKIT HERE! 


ONE OF MY CAST¬ 
OFFS...TRYIN' TO CLIMB 
BACK IN THE BOAT! 
DOESN'T KNOW WHEN TO 
LEAVE WELL-ENOUGH 
K ALONE! J 


JOE! 

I-I KNOW THIS 
LOOKS BAD, BUT 
I WAS JUST-- 


r SAVE IT, SISTER! 1 
AIN’T NO WAY YOU'D BE 
HANGIN' IN A JAZZ JOINT OF 
YOUR OWN ACCORD. YOU WAS 
ALWAYS MORE THE OPERA 
. AND BALLET TYPE! 


r AND, t/W...lT’S BEEN, WHAT? ^ 

FOUR-FIVE MONTHS NOW AND YOU AIN'T NO 
BIGGER 'ROUND THE MIDDLE...WHICH MEANS 
YOU WAS LYIN' ABOUT BEING KNOCKED UP! 
TRYIN' TO REEL ME IN, EH?! . 


Y'KNOW, LAST TIME 
WE CROSSED PATHS, 
I SENT MY BOYS TO 
ESCORT YOU OFF THE 
EDGE OF A ROOF! 


I'M THINKIN 1 ... 
GUESS IT JUST 
WASNT HIGH 
ENOUGH! 

















































nVHIAHJIITP ® IN STORES NOW! 

U ¥ #V/» '# i C THE SHADOW NOW #1 


DAVID LISS TALKS ABOUT THE SHADOW 
AND BRINGING HIM INTO THE 21ST CENTURY! 

I'd love to do it, but I didn't want to learn how to write comics only 
never to get another chance to use the skill, so I asked him to keep 

The projects, when they turned up, had pulp all over them. And the 

the fact that I was getting paid for writing it made me feel empow¬ 
ered to let the world know what I loved. I started looking for more 
comics projects. I began writing horror and dark fantasy, and - 
more recently - space opera. Pulp allowed me to be myself. 

A few years back, I started talking to Dynamite about writing for with 
them, and when the opportunity arose, I begged for the chance to 
take on the newly-acquired Spider. This was a great character, and 
it got at the heart of what I loved about both pulp and comics. There 
was also a kind of archival and scholarly pleasure in taking a char¬ 
acter rooted in the 1930s and bringing him into the modern world. 

Then, when Dynamite acquired The Shadow, I told them I wanted in. 
What I found most intriguing about working on The Shadow Now 
was the opportunity to take a character who is deeply entrenched in 
popular culture, and one who has a long and complicated history, 
and build on that. With The Spider, I was reinventing a character, 
taking the elements that worked, altering those that felt dated. The 
Shadow Now evolves a character, building on what has come 


Not only did all those old pulp stories really happen, but so did the 
great Howard Chaykin series from the 1980s, which established a 
logic for the Shadow vanishing and reappearing every few decades. 
It also created the possibility of writing about a very different sort of 
character, not because he changes, but because the world around 



18th century British literature, and while my love of comics, science 
fiction, and pulp did not vanish, it was inevitably boxed out. I 
stopped visiting the comic book store because I was short on money 
and even shorter on time. When I finished my course work and was 
preparing for my exams and my dissertation, I no longer had time 
for much of anything but my graduate studies. I got rid of my tele¬ 
vision and cancelled my magazine subscriptions. I almost never 
went to movies. Reading for pleasure was a distant memory. 


In many ways. The Shadow Now is not only a great celebration of 

incongruous aspects of my career: the pulp, the historical fiction, the 
archival interests. My academic background prepared me perfectly 
for this. How's that for irony? 

I went into this project trying to take the governing conceit serious¬ 
time. How will the changing world affect him? How will it affect the 
way he does business? And how will his greatest enemy, Shiwan 
Khan, endure the same circumstances? There are new characters 
and new connections, but the pulp roots run deep. And there's no 
one better to do the art than Colton Worley, whose style feels both 

project has come together beautifully, and I like to think it stands as 
a testimony of my genre love set free. 



Those weren't the reasons I dropped out of graduate school. The 
truth was that I began to realize the academic life wasn't for me, and 

sional writer. I turned my graduate research into my first novel, A 
Conspiracy of Paper, and I was suddenly being taken seriously as an 
author. I was able to write full-time, and that meant I had the time 
to read whatever I wanted. I bought a television - and even got 
cable. I went to movies. I made my way back to the comic shop. 

wrote serious historical fiction, and that meant I didn't tell my 
friends about the science fiction and pulp and comics I enjoyed. 
When Doctor Who returned to television, I celebrated in private. 


Then the 



craziest thing happened. 
Timely character called tl 


i editor from Marvel asked me 


Phantom Reporter. I told him 


ENJOY A PREVIEW OF 
THE SHADOW NOW#1! 

Written by DAVID LISS 
Art by COLTON WORLEY 
Letters by ROB STEEN 
Main cover by TIM BRADSTREET 












